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HOLD IT, 
LADV7 



LET ME GO/ THAT'S 
MV HUSBAND YOU 'RE 
SHOOTlN' AT/ 
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DEATH At HIGH TIDE 
WAGES Of CRIME 

And other Crime Thrillers 



/ I \\ 



/IjoitfL CRIME 

SCRAPBOOK/ 



PRESIDENT TRUMAN '5 TELEPHONE 
IS CHECKED AGAINST WIRE TAPPING 
EVERY SINGLE DAY... 



KNOWN PICKPOCKETS ARE NEVER ALLOWED 
IN RAILROAD STATIONS-.- HOWEVER 
EXCEPTIONS ARE MADE IF THEV WALK 
WITH THEIR ARMS FOLDED AND THEIR 
TICKET IS BETWEEN THEIR THUMBS... 
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RlCKy, LIKE MOST PROFESSIONAL 
CROOKS, HAD A REGULAR. 
METHOD OF OPERATION... 



VCC.-9 U'M FROM THE F.B.I., I 
'HAVE ORDERS TO ASK 




1 





%A fgvy seconds later ricky produced 

ROPE AND BOUND HIS VICTIM.... 



With the eve of an expert, rickv would 

SELECT ONLY THE MOST VALUABLE TREASURES. 




ONE PARTING THOUGHT, 

BABY. THE ONLY PEOPLE 
I'VE SHOT HAVE BEEN 

THOSE DIMWITS 
^SWHO'VE TRIED TO 
^. GET LOOSE 
TOO FAST/ 




A FEW MINUTES LATER 

IN A SLUM SECTION OF 

THE CITY... 





... . ,, i L i 1 1 i > ii . i . i . iii tmmmmmmmmmtmmimimmm 

AND AT LAST, WITH THE NIGHT WORK 

^W(|g^fl^jy^&, ; TO..THg LITTLE WIPE... 



OH RICKY, WHERE 
HAVE YOU BEEN... 
OINNER HAS BEEN 
COOKEO FOR 
AN HOUR... 
TELL ME... 
TELL ME.' 




1 KNOW IT... I JUST 
KNOW IT... YOU'RE 
BEING UNFAITHFUL TO 
ME...THERE>S SOME 
OTHER WOMAN.' YOU 
DON'T LOVE MEj 




I DON>T BELIEVE 2-J 
YOU... AMD I JUST 
CAN'T STAND 
THIS - BEING ALONE 
EVERV NIGHT/ 




While At police headmas ters, 
''this f.b.i. bandit has struck" 
again ... daley- notify everv 
member op the department- 
all leaves, vacations, and 
days ofp are cancelled 
4 til we get 




^AND YOU, BENTLEY— YOU'RE 
ASSIGNED TO THE CASE 
EXCLUSIVELY-.. I SUGGEST 
YOU CONTACT ALL TH' 
VICTIMS AGAIN... 




»UT AS THE WEEKS PASS, SEVERAL MORE 
HOMES ARE VICTIMIZED SUCCESSFULLY... THEN- 






F IT HAS A GREAT CASH VALUE TO ' — " 

f^.S! SAY THIS IS GREAT... TO BETTY, 

PHILLIPS.. WITH ALL MY LOVE... POPSlE/ 




^Y'KNOVV... I THINK PLL IJ 
HAVE THE INSCRIPTION 
CHANGED AN' GIVE IT TO 
MY WIFE- SHE THINKS 
I'M UNFAITHFUL 




'"'HI BABY... 
FEEL BETTER, 



...and so mm m d ■ so wo... 

TAKE YOUR> 

HANDS OFF 

ME... I 

SMELL 

PERFUME... 









':■«* RICKY HAD KNOWN THAT HIS WIFE 
HAD GIVEN HER HOME ADDRESS TO THE 
P0UCB... HIS SLEEP WOULDWE BEEN 
MORE TROUBLED/... SUDDENLY... 







RICKY... WHAT 
HAVE I DONE 

TO you? 




*eath 
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A ROD RAYMOND DET2CTIVE THRILLER / 



I HAVIN-T KILLED 

NOBOPY/ LI060 

Of MI/ 



HOLP IT. SALTY. OR IU 
REALLY- LOWER THE 
•00* OM YOU/ 
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With a m*. a telephone .and a 

#fAUTI*U4. MCRfTARY, ROP RAYMOND 

was in $i»ms$... ---m 

"m i ... I,—, I,. n i m .li I . 
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I HOPE 50 ANYWAY. I OET TIRED OF 
P0IN6 CROSS WORP PUZZLES ALL ,j-^\ 








I'M HARRISON PHILLIPS. HE ASKEP ME ) 
ABOMP TO OCT 50M£ PAPERS. HE WAS *S 
VERY ILL... ONLY -4 FEW M0NTH5 TO LIVE. J 
HE PLANNEP TO LEAVE MY WIFE EVERY- ^ 
THING. I WAS AFRAIP OF HIM. THAT'S WHY 
I BROUGHT THE Ot/N. JEALOUSY. 






_ ■ . ; .. ..-■— 

THEN HE PIP IT, BUT 
WHY IN THE WHIP 
WOUlPN'T HE THRW 
THAT OVER0OARP.? 




NO, WE GOT ALONG PINE. 
HE EVEN PROMISE? TO 
WILL MB THIS BOAT' 





A MOMENT LATER... 




I HAP A HUNCH I'P FINP THIS/ 
IT MIOHT HAVE PRIFTEP IF I'P 
WAITEP TILL THE TIPE 
CHAN6EP. 

A KNIFE.'. 






WHEN I SAW THE SLOOPSTAINS OVER 
THE PORT HOLE, THEY TOLP ME 




THEN HE WAS 
TRYING TO 

FRAME MS. 

PHILLIPS ? 




I FOUND A COUPLE Of CATS HAIRS IN 
THE BLOOP ON THAT KNIFE. RIOHT THEN 
IS WHEN I BE6AN TO SUSPECT A FRAME- 
UP WHO WOULD MURPIR A MAN WHO 

WAS 60INO 10 PIE ANYWAY * 
POOR 

KITTY- THE ONLY 

MURPER VICTIM/ 
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/T'J J0H*/MY3 NtfiHTfifiM PUTY ANP HB'S 
OUT £&# A &00O T/M£-~- 



ZKHOW IT /5N'T MUCH, 
PSG-J'USTA M0V/£-AM0 
*OA4£ 04HC/HG /I£T£&- 
WARDS- BUT Y0U*rM0l>v 
M£'-J~OHHHY 3£LL OWJ, 
TH£ &00P 
T/A*£ 
CHA*l/£f . 



OH, J9HHMY' ■ /SA/'T 
TH/S SfV£LL ?/T3 ,4 
1/VHOPUH/TfT £.0V£ 




KCEP YOUR HA/JPS HIGH, WW WA TCH 

MAcfyouRe lucxy z^zm. ths PAMef 

P/PM'T PLU& Y/i f 



fsHS A /N'T M4K/M6- A/f/y TROCJ0Le P0R J 

a wh/ls /ie t's <?& .' " 



wait'll i&erMy) (you a/n't <seT77Me\ 

HANPS 0M TH/S J ( A/VyTH/A/<?—PAKM.' 
P/STOL.'/"~ "~\ \THe GUN JAM MeP'J 
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QpURATS! 



pee? .'pee, 'a Re 

ypu ALL Rf<?HT? 

3 we poesM'T 
*mL *& I A a ms we R .'MA y8B 
•W* Ll/V Met — 






/'ll eer Tnose thugs 

/P/T'S THe LAST TH/NG 

z pof 



THeR5 THey go,' 

CAH'T R/SK A SHOT 
W/TH ALL THPSe 

?eoPL e ARouMpf 
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QUICK fFOLL OW 
TNAT CA&ft'A* 
A P£T£CT/V£f 



OKA-*, 

BUPP^- 
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I M£ANWH/L£, 04 CAT A T TN£ TN£A1 T£ P—'^ 

STAMP MC#" 
r/V£ N£P A/P ■ 

'G££,MA-i8£ 
TS/£y K/LL£P 
N£Pf 
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BPOTN£P •- IA/NAT 
A WALLOP TNAT t 

c?uv packbp / 



(AP£ YOU ALL^ X 
P/6NZM/SJ TW'NAT 
HAPP£N£P? 
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SO Y0UIA/£P£ W/TN 'JJMJWy 0£LLO\ASS?*\ 
NUN?Z SUP£ P££L SOPXY P0* TNose 
GUVS /P iTPNNNV /J APTBP TH£A4f J\ 
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JOHNNY /S NOT 0NTN£TPA/L OP 
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BOPPY' -I A VN'T NAP SO MUCH £XC/T£^f£NT j 

since r pRove a J££P at th£ battle. 



yoU'P£ L/A8L£ 
S££ MOPS, 
A A4/NU\ 

/Mtpy-\ 

/NO £OP> 
■*£tR T/P£S.- 
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Late afternoon sunlight slanted down upon 
the hills overlooking the one-time mining town, 
nestled in the valley below. Bud Lake peered 
out of the mpsquite, searching the browned 
slopes with keen grey eyes. The bullet had 
come too close for comfort or safety. And the 
still afternoon air had carried the note of a 
not too distant rifle. Someone had shot to 
kill and Bud would have been on the receiving 
end. 

Working his way back to where he'd left his 
horse, Bud mounted, rode into the hills and 
circled to approach the ghost town from the 
far side. Here, in a ravine, he hobbled the 
horse, and armed with his .30-30, started down 
the hills toward the sprawling town. Chances 
were good the would-be-killer had come here 
to hide after his recent crime. A crime Bud 
Lake was suspected of having committed. Just 
because Bud and Pete Reynolds had quarreled 
over division of the gold, and just because the 
Sheriff knew about it and that Bud had gone 
away for a while, general opinion was that Bud 
Lake had returned, killed his partner, and 
stolen the gold. 

Only it hadn't worked that way. Bud Lake 
a)one knew he was innocent. And the scrawled 
note he had found, left by Pete Reynolds, had 
given him his only clue. The note had said, 
"Fatty . . . 'did it . . . stranger ..." 

After making cautious queries, Bud Lake had 
learned that a fat stranger had been in town a 
couple of days, and then disappeared during the 
excitement following the murder. So Bud had 
taken up the trail which would avenge his one- 
time partner* and clear himself as well. The 
trail had led back into no-man's-land, had led 
to the old mining town, long a ghost of the 
past and now crumbling to ruin. Bud hadn't 
been positive but now, with the angry hum of 
the bullet s still singing in his ears, he knew he 
was close to his destination. 

Slipping into town from the north, Bud Lake 
moved cautiously through the late sunlight. The 
whisper of the wind about the ruins of the 
Old town was the only sound in his ears. Yet 
he knew here he would find the killer of Pete 



Reynolds. And unless Bud Lake was very care- 
ful himself . . . 

The livery stable was battered and falling. 
Sunlight slanted through a gaping hole in the 
roof, bearing down like a blade of gold into 
the dust that rose in a stifling cloud. Cautious- 
ly Bud pressed his search. The .30-30 was 
ready, his nerves were at action pitch. He must 
be careful, ready . . . 

The stable was empty. His trail led into an 
adjoining building, again half ruined and chok- 
ed with dust. Time wore on as Bud pressed 
his relentless search. He could hear nothing, see 
nothing. To all appearances he was alone in a 
world long dead. Uneasiness became a part of 
the eagerness within him to get this job over 
with — 

The clipped, angry report of the rifle split the 
silence, and Bud Lake dropped flat, rolled over. 
It had come from the street beyond the build- 
ing. There was only one window — 

Bud plunged into an alley, raced forward to 
peer out. The street was empty, the silence 
again in complete command. 

Uneasily he realized that he was being 
trailed. He was being hunted instead of doing 
the hunting! 

He moved on, nerves keyed to snapping 
tension as time wore past, relentlessly digging 
upon his mind, tearing at him, binding him. 
The cold fact that the man he was after had 
managed somehow to . sneak up behind him, 
kept his eyes and ears ever alert. He must not 
allow it to happen again. 

Evening was thickening when- he entered the 
two story hotel. The wind was quickening, 
bringing the sound of broken shutters and the 
whisper of loose boards. Carefully Bud climb- 
ed to the second floor, expecting at any mo- 
ment to have the stairs beneath him cave in. 
He gained the second floor, advanced along a 
dusty hall, stepped into a room. He lit the 
Jantern he had brought, placed it upon a rot- 
ten table in the middle of the room. He turn- 
ed and slid out again, moving on to the shad- 
ow of a room down the kail and upon the 
opposite side. If his trap worked ... 



Time wore on. Sweat tickled the small of 
his back, his hands were damp- Bud Lake shift- 
ed his .slim body, realizing that the tension was 
getting him. This couldn't go on forever. 

At last he had to admit the killer had out- 
guessed him again, had refused to be lured by 
the sight of the lamplight in the room. Reluct- 
antly Bud Lake moved through the treacherous 
dark down the stairs. He paused there, listening. 

Somewhere a. board splintered. No accident, 
either. Bud whirled, rifle ready in rock-steady 
hands. He moved forward, slid into a darkened 
room. 

The place was empty. The window opened 
into an alleyway. Bud Lake turned in the op- 
posite direction. He wasn't going to be a fool, 
stick his head out the window and have it 
blown to bits.. 

He slid out into the cool night air, grateful 
for the wind against his sweated face. He wait- 
ed, feeling the unaccustomed pound of his 
heart. This thing was getting him, slowly and 
surely. He'd been in tight places before, had 
fought his way out of many. But it had been 
different. 

Once more" Bud Lake moved on. Night was, 
thickening about him. Hunger twisted inside 
him. He could clear out, get some food and 
rest, but the killer could do likewise. He might 
move out altogether. As long as Bud remained 
here — 

The alley led down beside the saloon and 
Bud paused halfway along its length. His 
grey eyes explored the boarded over window, 
listened to the sound of creaking hinges as the 
barrier swung gently in the night wind. Bud 
circled, entered from the rear, and made his 
way into the room. Assured o/ his safety, he 
advanced to the window. 

The boards were heavy. Something was born 
among the turmoil of Bud Lake's mind, and 
swiftly he went to work with jack-knife and 
several pieces of wood he found in the room. 
Half an hour later, he was done, the barrier 
propped up in the air on the inside of the 
window. Whoever crawled through first would 
release the trap, bringing it crashing down 
against his head. 

The moon had wheeled up over the tower- 
ing hills, bathing the village in silvery light. 
Bud Lake hesitated. Perhaps if he were lucky.... 

Resolutely he stepped out, exposing himself 



in the space of the alley way. His body was 
rigid, waiting. Timing the movement of his 
body, he shifted from side to side pretending 
to peer up and down the wide dusty street. 
His rifle was ready — 

The bullet struck, followed seconds later by 
the sharp report of the shot. Bud Lake caught 
the crushing' impact in his shoulder. For t sec- 
ond his mind blanked out as he hit the dust and 
rolled over. It was a struggle to force himself 
to his feet. His rifle was gone — 

Again a ringing shot and Bud Lake spun* 
groggily and stumbled into the darkness of the 
alley. He fought for control, pushed hi* body 
on. He reached the window. His mind was 
steadying somewhat, although a strange weak- 
ness flooded his body. Blood poured from his 
shoulder and his -arm was numb, awakened 
occasionally by stabbing pain. 

The barrier was closed. He had left it so. 
He stared over his shoulder, saw someone ap- 
pear at the head of the alley; a fat-looking 
person, who skidded to a stop, flung his 
rifle up — 

Bud Lake scrambled through the window, 
sliding in under the barrier. He whirled, grit* 
ting his teeth against the pain flooding his 
body. It took a last supreme effort to get the 
trap opened, the triggerboards in place. Then 
he stumbled back, pressing against tne wall, his 
breathing fast and harsh in his lungs. Time 
ticked past. A board creaked somewhere. 

Someone appeared at the window, crouched 
and vaulted up onto the silL 

A click, the spatter of boards and the crush- 
ing downfall of the barrier, crashing sharply 
against a human skull. A dim groan and the 
splatter of a body into the dust beyond the 
window. 

Silence. Bud Lake moved out into the alley. 
The fat killer lay in a crumpled, grotesque heap 
in the dust. A ray of moonlight slid over the 
roof of the adjoining building, touched a 
blood -spattered head . . . 

This was it, Bud Lake realized numbly. This 
was it. The killer who had murdered Pete 
Reynolds and grabbed his dust, and had left 
Bud Lake to face the music; the killer who 
had been crafty enough to time his crime so 
as to throw suspicion from himself to some- 
one else. Crafty enough for that, but not crafty 
enough to save himself from being trapped here 
in the dim ruin of the old mining town. 
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NINE MORE 
PAYS TO GO: 
THEN I'M LEAVING 
THIS PRISON... 
LEAVING- IT FOR 
[^ GOOD/ 




4&OULD YOU LIKE TO HEAR MY STOKX 
.. OKAY, IT ALL BEGAN NINE YEARS 
AGO/ I WAS NINETEEN YEARS OLP/.. 



$*>HEN I TOOK HER HOME 
SHE WAS AS COLD AS 
THE NORTHPOLE IN 
JANUARY 



«€ WAS PRETTY BROKEN UP 
ABOUT SALLY/ I HAP TO FIND 
AWAY TO GET MONEY/ THE 
T/MB I WAS PAIP I DROPPED IN 
ON A NEIGHBORHOOD P/CE 
GAME/. . 



-SThEEE WAS A LOT Of= MONEY fN THAT GAME AND 
FOR ME THE DICE WERE RED HOT-.... 

V 



COME ON .DICE/ 
GIVE ME BIG 
DICK FROM 
BOSTON/ 







^N LEGS THAN A MINUTE, MY DREAMS 
OF RICHES WERE SMASHED/... 




COP! DON'T YOUj YOU 
KNOW IT'S <M£AN 
AGAINST THE I WE 
LAW TO , 
GAMBLE/ 




THE NEtfT EVE- 
NING- I APPROACHED 
A MAN IN OUR NEIGH- 
BORHOOD WHO HAD 
PONE TIME UP HERE! 
HE WAS INTERESTED' 



*6npa couple of owe later wb 
^»UTMY program into action/ 



•^HA 



, IT WAS OUR FIRST ONE AND 
A GOOD HAUL./ 




^ALLY LIKED MY MEW PROSPERITY' «#^E_N SUDDENLY.... 4&k WERE OUT OF BUSINESS 

BUT I WAS DETERMINED NOT 



THAT NEW JOB OP 
YOURS MUST 
SURE BE SWELL 
JOHNNY/ I'M SO ' 
HAPPY FOR YOU.' 




TO GIVE UP MY NEW LIFE/... 




f 



COULDN'T GIVE SALLY UP/ 
WAS DESPERATE.' r DIDN'T 
OFFER MUCH PROTEST TO 
FRANKIES SUGGESTION/ 



«Se JOB WAS TO 
BE A GASOLINE 
COMPANY BULK 
PLANT/ 




fAS THAT THE MANAGER 
HAD BEEN GIVING ORDERS 
OVER THE INTER OFFICE. 
COMMUNICATION TO THE 
WARE-HOUSE/.. 



S WE WALKED OUT A FEW MINUTES 
ATER A DOZEN GUNS WERE POINT- 
ED AT US/ 




<& 



T SEVERAL ySARS PASSED BEFORE WE HAP OUR 

Chance/ we had both been assigned to the 

ROAD GANG/ 





^pRANKIE CONTACTED THE 
OUTSIDE AGAIN/ THEN ONE. 
PAY... _, 



^RANKIE HAD HANDLED THE. OTHER 
GUARDS/ 



THERE THEY \ LET'S GO/ 
ARE... AND ) BRIGHT LIGHTS 
THERE* LL BEXHERE WE 
A CAR AND A COME/ 

CLOTHES Rl6WT 
UP THE ROAD/ 




now you Guys JUST 

STAND THERE/, 
NOBODy'SGOlN' 
"WITH 




ST WAS AN HOUR BEFORE WE PICKED UP THE 
FIRST RADIO REPORT OF THE ESCAPE/ 



THESE TWO MEN ARE ARMED 
AND DANGEROUS/ THEyARE 
BELIEVED HEADED NORTH/ 




+&E HID OUT IN A TOURIST 
CAMP BDDIB HAD ARRANGED 
FOR US/ I CALLED 5ALL.y... 
I JUST HAD TO TALK TO 
HER... 



I KNEW YOU'D WAIT, 
BABY... I CAN'T TELL 
VOU WHERE I AM.. 
I'M A HUNDRED MILES 
AWAY. THAT'S FOC 
SURE/ AS SOON AS 
THE HEAT IS OFF 
I'LL GET IN TOUCH 
AGAIN/ 



% FELT PRETTV GOOD ABOUT 
SALLY... BUT I WASN'T SO HAPPy 
TO MEETEDPIE/ 




TORE UP PART OF THE FLOOR OF THE 
CABIN AND BEGAN TO DIG A SHALLOW G&AVB.. 



^kv THAT SECOND OUR HEARTS 
JU/WPEP INTO OUR MOUTHS/ 




SHAFT OF TEEBOR STABBED 
INTO MY HEART//., 



WE'LL GIVE YOU TEN IVOU DON'T 
SECONDS .. THEN WE/ HAVE A 
START SHOOTING-/ JXOHANCE.., 

^WE HAVE RIOT 
&UNS AND TEAR 
GAS/ 




^E NE>CT INSTANT A 
DOZEN GUNS ROARED 
AT ONCE/ THEN WE 
CAUGHT THE BURNING 
SWELL OF TEAR GAS/ 



TJheRE WAS NOTHING TO DO BUT 
/SURRENDER/., 



J CAN'T 

&REATHEI 

THAT'S 

TEAR. 

GAS/ 




YOUR GIRL FRIEND/ SALLY// 
WANTED THE JS BUT 
REWARD, , <ZTHOW COULD 
BROTHER.' J SHE-.-I PID 
NOT TELL 
HER WHEEE 




you DIDN'T HAVE TO, 
THERE'S A RECORD 
/MADE OF EVERy LONG- 
DISTANCE CALL, 
PUNK // 



Y- 




THAT WAS AN ETERNITy 
AGO... NOW I'VE ONLY 
NINE MORE DAYS LEFT 





1 


AUTOMATIC SAVING 
IS SURE SAVING 

BUY 
U. S. BONDS 









w/ffi f/ie 

(j/or/oas A/en/ 

TUMMY-FLATTENER 

Only $2 




98 



10 DAYS FREE TRIAl! SEND NO MONEY! 

See Ihe amazing difference wilh your own 
eyes.Try TUMMY-FLATTENER ol our expense! 
If nol delighted wilh thrilling results, return 
on 10 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTFE offer! 
Muil toupon TODAY! 

•T. u I'-,-. II ': Vat. Off, •«!• M. III-,:. IVn.ll.., 



Clasp hands across abdomen as 
shown, press up and in. Feel 
good? That's how you feel 
the instant you put on the 
exciting, new TUMMY-FLAT- 
TENER. Appear slimmer in- 
stantly! Supports every move- 
ment. Complete wilh detach- 
able garters, changeable 
crotch piece. 



WARD GREEN Co., De^r. TR4-— — 

113 Wesl 57lh Street, New York 19, N. Y 

Rush my TUMMY-FLATTENER - PLAIN WRAPPER ON AP- 

PROVAL by Return Moil. I'll po> po;! an $2.98 plus postage. 

If not thrilled and delighted with results, I may return in 

10 days for immediate refund of purchase price. 

Sizes 37 and up $3.98. Extra crotch pieces 50? each) 

Waist "*»"""- 

; ] I enclose $2.98 (extra large sizes 37 and up $3.98). You 
Pay postage. 




Name. 



Address. 
City 



Stale. 




IT'S EASY TO 
HYPNOTIZE 



W 



ant the thrill of Imposing your will over 
someone? Of making someone do exactly 
what you order? Try hypnotism! This amaz- 
ing technique gives full personal satisfaction. 
You'll find It entertaining and grafc'/lng. 

The Master KEY TO HYP^YISM shows 
all you need to know. It is pu' so simply, any- 
one can follow It. And there are 24 revealing 
photographs for your guidance 

SEND NO MONEY 

FREE ten days" examination of this system is 
offered to you if you send the coupon today. 
We will ship you our copy by return mall. In 
plain wrapper. If not delighted with results, 
return It in 10 days and your money will be 
refunded. Ctravon Publishers. Dept. H4 
113 West'SVt'n Street. New York 19. N. Y. 
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